THE

RIVAL NYMPHS.
A TALE

CLdr%: bleft with ev’ry Grace,
A Shape divine, and charming Face,

Had triumph'd long o’er many a Swain,
And oft’ been wuﬂ'&, but woo’d in vain ;
Not fo Amandg, blooming Youth,

Soft Innocence, and ﬁrtleﬁ-:_ Truth,

Were all the Beauties {he cou’d boatt,
Not form’d by Nature for a Toaft ;

Yet fome fhere were, who in her Mind

A thoufand namelefs Charms cou’d find :
| She
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She lov’d not Viﬁté, Park, or Play,

But mop’d, and read her Time away ;
Infenfible to a Degree,

Her Heart was all her own, and free ;

Yet oft of Love’s {oft pleafing Pains,

The Nymph.wou’d write in melting Strains. |
The lambent Flame that warm’d her Breaft,
Each tender flowing Line confefs’d ;
Monefes, whofe enchanting Form

Was one continu’d endlefs Charm :

To whom indulgent Heav'n had join'd,

All that cow’d beautify a Mind ;
Had often own’d brig’htl Beauty’s Power,

Had figh’d and lov’d ——— for half an Hour,

But yet the lovely Youth confefs'd,
Whoe'er could wound his deftin’d Brcaﬂ,-'
Her Charms muft over Time prevail,

Her Wit muft pleafe when Beauty fail'd ;
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Yet fince he cou’d not hope to find,

One bleft with all thofe Charms of Mind ;
He thought ClarsfJa worth his Care, -
And ::J.ll the Hours he had to fpare ;
Soft Vows, and tender fpeaking Eyes,
Pleading Looks, and melting Sighs ;
Make the believing Maid approve

His falfe, but well diflembled Love,
But while Clariffa’s Charms he own’d,
He with a fecret Paffion burn’d.
Amanda found the Way to win

His Heart, and let her Image in ;

His Pain the lovely Youth conceals,
All but what his Eyes reveals :

His Eyes, that all his Paffion tell,
And fpeak the Love he felt fo well.

Amanda heard the Youth complain,
She heard and felt an equal Flame;

ot But
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But ftill with native Shynefs arm’d,
She fhuns the lovely Swain the charm’d ;
His Looks, his Sighs, his Aions move,
And in foft Language plead for Love.

Clarifja ftill exults, and cries,
He’s yet a Victim to my Eyes;
He neither will, nor can be free;
Me he ftill love’s, and only Me :
Ah! ceafe to claim my cﬁarming Prize ;
Amanda, to the Fair replies,
Couw'd I, Clariffa, cou’d I boaft,
The Hearts that to thy Charms are loft,
With Joy I wou’d them all refign,

To keep my lov’d Monefes mine,

In vain the Nymph declares her Flame,

Clariffa ftill afferts her Claim ;
2
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And ’till the lov’d Monefes owns,

The conqu’ring Maid for whom he burns;

"Till he’ll the happy Fair unfold,
The Sequel muft remain untold,

A L ADY. Singng.

S TIL L fing, bright Maid, nor ceafe the pleafing
Charm, :

Each Soul fubdue, each tender Bofom warm ;
. Such magick Sweetnefs to thy Voice is giv'n,
We hear a Seraph, and we tafte of Heav’n :
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